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| | L 
Gentlemen, ant! Ladies! Hs bye ns - 


F your ſerious occaftons will permit we ſo 
01 —| mutb bonour, that this fleight Book ay 
hee accepted and peruſed , Ijbal juftly ac- 
knowlenrge the fawonr to be far above either 
my bopes or meit. And if you ever vouch- 
ſafed ycur Preſence when it was preſented on 
the Sfage;] am Confident, your ( no-way er- 
rings) Juctymeats will now allow it, as it then 
was #ltended, whiob was, rather to provoke 
4 lalvfhter, then occeſion a contemplation. It 
wall likewiſe engage my grateful ſervice, if I 
be not (in your worthie opinions) taxt of Ar« 
rogance, to preſent my unpoliſbed lines, when 
daily thoſe of excellence are offer'd to your Eies 
and Ears: But in the confedence' of your cle- 
mencie, I / ubmit to the werdif& of my grand 
" Tury. And bow ſoever you are pleaſed to cen- 
ſure, will remain ( as 1 ought) the bumbleſt of 
your ſervants, 


Rosxar Cor, 
? 2 ac — 
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Emter Old Simpleton ſolwe. 


F ever was Weary cf a 
Ws day, Nog bo hare bee 
g weary of my lifes I am a 
WE Blackſmith by my Trade, and 
MID ( though I fayit ) I have bin 
CAO accounted a Workman, 
but I could never yet , or hammer out means 
enough to ſatisfie the inſatiate gut of my ſon gimple- 
ten. He will not work, and yet no ſooner is his noſe 
out ofthe Alebouſe,but his ismthe Cupboard: 
His inſatiate ma ny m_ defie a Giant, orthe 
reat Eater of Kert 3 ve thought upon a wo 
which he ſhall either take in band, or graze with 
Hobb my horle : Sirrah Siwp/etox, where are you ? 
Young Simp. Within. - Here, bere, Father. 
Old Simp. Where, where, Sirrah ? 
T. Sim, At the Cupboard Father, at the Cup- 
board. : 
0. Sint, I thought as much; but come you hither 
firrab, oz I ſball meke your ears {ing prick: ſoog for 
you, A 2 Enter 


(2) 
Enler Towne Simpleton with a great piece 
| , bredd and butter. "WO 

T. Sim. '1 is a miſerable condition that a man 
cannot eat a little bit for his afternoons Lunching, 
but he muſt be diſturbed in the belt of his ſtomach. 

0. Sim, A bit do'ſt thou callit, O my conſcience 
this devouring raſcal, old as I am, would eat me if he 
found me in the Cupboard, 

T. Si. 1 do not think there is fach a gente 
Smith in the town , that has ſuch an old niggardly 
Coxcombe to his tather as , he knows I have no 
better a ſtomach then a young green-ſicknelſle girle, 
and yet he grutches meevery but I cat. 

0. Sim. Leave oft your muttering, and lend me 
an ear a while, 

T. Six. Truly I cannot ſpare one father g yet now 
I think on't, you have great occaſion for one ever 
fince the laſt pillory day,but ſince you are my father, 
I will youchſafe toliften a while. 

0. Sim, You know that I am old, 

T. Sim. The more's the pity, that you were not 
havgd while you were _ 

0. Sim. Thou haſt drunk moſt of my means 
away. 

T. Sims. Te eat out the reſt, 

0. Sin. Leaveyourili breeding, and giveme ſen- 
ſibly a reaſon why you will not work? 

T. Sim, Becauſe I am lazy father. 

0. Size. Nay that's true, 

T. Sins. True; why do you think I would be fo 
unmannerly, to tel] you a lic father. 

O, Sivv, How | ſhall maintein that coming ſto- 
mach of yours, unleſle your ſelf endeavour for it : 1 

know 


| 


UMI 


(3) 

know not, but if thou wilt be ruled, Ile make thee 
a man, 

T. vim, A man! why whatam I now, a mouſe 
what would you make of me ? F 

0. Sim, An Afle, an Ale, a grofſe Ale, 

TY. Sim, You may well make me agrofle Afle,you 
have ſo good a pattern. | 

0. Sim. Lilten to mez you know the widowes 
daughterat the corner, ſweet Miſtris Dorothy; ſhee's 
both youngand handſom,and has money too, 

T. Sim, |, andthat will help to buy vicuals, 

0. Sim. Goand woo her, and I dare lay my life 


- thou carrieſt her. 


T. Sim. I carrie her, fathers, alas, T have but a 
weak back, and beſides I am ſomwhat lazily given, 
as you ſay, it werea great deal better that ſhe-would 
carrie Me. | | 

0. Sim, Thou haſt no more witthen my hammer 
head has, and no more brains then an Anvil, which 
every one may ſtrike on, but never moye its' go 
take your Fidle, at that = ſay you are excellent, 
and when ſhe thanks thee from her Chamber win- 
dow, ſay thou art my ſon, and that I ſent thee about 
the thing ſhe wotes of, | Of £1.40 9 1 

T. Sin. O muſt I bumfiddle her under her Cham- 
ber window well, I will-go waſh my hands, and 
ſtarch my face, becauſe I may be ſure to-go cleanly 
about my buſinefle. PROM. 

| SELEY 31 \t] - Exenxlb. 
Enter the firſt Gemtlewan. \ + bf 

1, Gent. A pox of fortune, ſhe wis never my 
friend yet 5 the money that I. got with ſo mich 
trouble, 'l Joſt with oncrunlacky chance _—_— 

ye 


(4) 

haveno meanes nor hopes left to ſupply me, but 
what my {weet-heart Dorothy affords me;the has and 
muſtagain take pity of me,this is her wiadow,l hope 
her mother will not hear. x 


+]! Hen Doll, | 
Doll,” abeve, "Who's that calls fo boldly 3 fpeake, 
what are you ? 

1. Gent. 0b-DolFthou knoweſt my fortunes, and 
my love laſt might hath broke me, and by thee 
my fortunes mult be ſplinteredzone halte piece does 
the bulinelle. 


Doll, How aften have I peec'd you, and ſtil you 


breake 3 and | ſhall do the ſame 1f you continue thus; 


you know my mother keep'sa lock over-my will, 
£t once again le venture, come in the morning a» 
how five of the clock, and Ile be ready for thee, 

I» Gent, Oh my ſweet Doll, thou neyerdidſt de- 
Cclve me. Exit 
(a, Enter To. Sie, witha Uioll, 

T., Sim, Now muſt I goplay an Alawpadoee. under 
Miſtris Dorotby's Chamber. window, and all that 


f 


time perhaps ſbe is a ſnortingyfor toſay the truth m 
fowl bardly have the virtue to Habbo bonent 


if ſhe ſhould wake, I coud noe tell what' to fay to 
her unleſs jt were todeſueher to go to- bed again, 
And hecauſe 1 will be ſyretobe acceptable to her, [ 
yi1ll joine py nightingale voycethercynto. 

Enter the firſt Gout" 
Gent, Whardlave is this preſumes to court my 
Miitri;,could bur ſeabiinyb would ſatisfie my anger 


mine of lys li t he is gone, ahd I looſe 
ing Swvel 31d lor 
\T;,Mtws aabpoaing Rogue, he 'hes made 
"3'F 7 my 
; | 
£951 1 Ng by 
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(s): 
my heart Jumpe upright into my mouth,andifT had 
not held it faſt with my teeth, without doubt it had 
forſaken my body3but he is gone,and now 1 wil yens 
ture forward, 
Enter the ſecond Gent, 

2. Gent. I heard ſome mulick at my (weet- hearts 
window, could [ but find him, | would cut him, and 
{]aſh him til his whole body were anoatmized;but he 
is gong, and it Was his wiſeſt courle. a. 

T. Siz. That Roaring Rouge was far worſe then 
the totherghe has almoſt frighted my ſong out of m 
head, Oh / we true and faithfull lovers, what perils 
and dangers mult we undergoe, togaln the wils and 
affeions of our deareſt deares z but now to my aw- 
ſick, and becauſe ſhe ſhall take a great pleaſure to 
think on it, I will ſing a ſong ot a young wench 
that had a great mind to be married before her time. 

Sings 
Qh| mother let me have 4 huchand kind, 0 
with toitre loytre loitre, 
That day and night Imay comfort find 
of a toitre, Kc. 


T care not whether haneit wan or knave, 
ſo that he keep me fine and brave, 
And that none elſe but I my have 
bis toitre &c. 


0h denghter you are not old enough 
for «toitre &c, | 

Lad buibands 'often prove rough 
with 4 toitre Ke, , | 


SY Tow 


(6). 
Yaur tender heart no griefe can carry 
4s they muſt do ſomtimes that marry 
Ton yet may wel « twelve-month tarry 
for a toitre 8c. 


Ob | mother Iam in my teens 
' for a toytre 8c. 
And younger wifes are often ſeene | 
with « toitre &c, . 


Ipray let not me ſo Tdle ftind, 

or 1can do as well as any can, 

Thave had a proofe with John our man 
© of his toitre Kc, 


| Wellifſhe does not run mad for me now, it is pity 
ſhe ſhould have muſfick under her window, as long 
as ſhe lives again. . 
'* Miſtris Dorothy above, 
Doll, What owle is that ſhreikes ſo at my window, 
it he meant muſick ſure he was miſtaken, was abour 
to have eaten my breake-faſt, but this fool has cturn'd 
my ſtomack. What art thou that art ſo troubleſome. 
TY. Sim. Good Miſtris Dorothy, it is I, your none 
ſweet-ſwotterkin, and if you pleaſe to throw your 
eyes out of the window upon me, you ſhall behold 
one of the faithfulleft lovers that ever took hammer 
in hand. I loye you bettergnd dearer, then a Bear 
does honey, and I hope you will affe& me as much 
as a Sow does a bunch of Carrots, . | 
Doll. Oh is it you ? I thonghr none bur a puppy like 
your ſelf, would have diſturbed the neighbours with 
your gridiron-mulick,a $aw were far mor pleaſing. 
| T. 5140, 


b# CY 


T. Siw, Forſooth I am very ſorry that you haye 
no better skill in muſick, in my opinion I ſung (moſt 
mel s but it you will be pleaſed to Jook with 
eyes of judgment upon me, you will expreſie your 
love in a better manner tome, 

Doll, 1 ſhal expreſle my love, if you contmue here, 
in a far Worſer manner then you think for do you 
ſee this chambers pott,it longs to be acquainted with 
that trainleſs headof yours; therefore be gone, and 
fave your felf a welking. 

T. Sim. Wyou ſhould waſh me] thinke it would 
be but labour in yainz yet if you pleaſe to diſtill any 
of your ſweet water upon me, I {hall defize to be 


{melt out by you, 
Doll, You afle, you puppys muſt you needs force a 
drowning. | Exit 


.T\, Size, Is this the beginiogot love? it is almolt as 
bad as the proverbe to me - ſtay, it may beitis roſe- 
water, Voh, it is as ranke yrine as everany Dottor 
calt. I'le call this ſame old 8impleton my father, that 
ſet me about this bulinefle. Oh! Father Simpleton, 
where are you. | | 

0. 8im. Oh mine Sor, bow halt thou ſped oye 

T. Sim. O! | have ſped maſt abominably, «ther, 
I got « great deal more then I expeGted. 
Q.; S998. Oh my own naturall boy!  , 

Y., Sim. I natural!, ts be may, or LA come : 
here elſ2, WA amt 

1: 8m. : Bux how did (he reldlb thee. '; 

Y. $ize, Why ſhe reliſh'd me with a whole chan» 


" . 
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(8) 

Y, vw, Why thowean help It, why you geb 
me ft like  fovle, 

0, 8/9. Cvme (hew me to her, and you (hall fee 
how | will handle hey. 

Y vw, Niy father, Hhould be loath to marry 
lev aber you have had the handling of her, 

0 $/w, This wher Chamber, bs bt not? 

Y.,y/w Yer thnow bt by uv good tukengtor here (he 
vpvrnedihetiiee,andler ihe oodgue UUtPON 110, 

0,1, Mitts Dorothy, Millrin Derorhy, pray come 
wW the winlow, | 

Y a/m ray to the winduw, Miltrly Derorhy, 

0, #44, Sirrahghold your tage, 

Dull, What axwin? (we this whole morning þ no- 
thing but my wouble, what wiſe-akers by that now > 
Y, $/w, She vals you wilg-akers 4 (peak now, 

0. #1, {ain your nelghboui; 0/4 #/mpleton the 
vwith, 

Y, 4/m. And I young #/wpleton the 4w1Hh, 

Dull, Oh netyhbour bs 11 you | here Was your fon 
but now, and he kept « worſe noyle then « Hear» 
baiting, bun you are elvill, 1 will come down to you, 

0, $\m, Lovoke you there (lrrahy (the will come 
downe tw mes ſhe ayes; 

Y, 4iw. tby that time 4 have been 4 courther as 
long av you have been, one woman or other may 
voine duwnito me tun 

Wntor Dell, in 

Dell, Oood marrow nuighbour, what bs 


buline (6 pra 
0, /, Why It ls thisathis bs wy fon, Nay ith ny 
mg +q | la T1080 M-os | 
: «+ lorfovth, we Jam TIE 
mathe 


(9) 
mother told Nihm (4 
Doll, Nw Hoke better on Wimghe ſeems 60 ne 
move Wind ne then befere, your company ſeaſons 
him with Iiforetlon, but what 4 your bulinels pray Nr, 
0, $4, Why, It you plea(t fortboth, - woultain 
Joyn ym (wo together tn the Way of Matrimony, 
$1449, You irfountiute mock @ warkage, 
Dutt, Wit Wald Ni wa wordyto a bargals 4 What 
prot: (Ih 1 bv your lon oh, 
Y, vw, Vortwoth ranma Macklwilth, and though 
1 (oy I, thave as gornd workings geare as any finlh 
In the ———_—_ ny nelghbour wives (hal be my 
wiring 
(0, $/w, Nirralyg hol your tongs, 
Y.8/w, Why, (hall i come @ woolng, and ſhy no» 
thing for wy (+ IH, 
Dull, ut what eftate F pray Nas your (ln In poſle, 
Y. $4w. Father, whit vftate have 7 Ina puller, 
| 0, Ww, Vorlouthur wo Cowes you thal have with 
Win. 
Y, 8/w, Witha ville tomy knowledge, 
(0, $/w, Vour ewe aid Lambn, and a hayte to rkleo 
to market On. 
TN, Yownnd & 4, no, now / think on 14,you may 
keep your atle your loltv, 
0. Bw, Your marke In money, 
T, f/w, Dos you marke that, 
0, 8/w, With a bed ad blankets 
T, $/wv. And then we may daunce the ſhaking 
of the fleets, when we van, 
Dell, Thefſb promiles are faire, and If performed, 
thupe (hall wut weed _ my bargain, 
a 


T, yaw, 


(10) 
T. Sim. Nor I neither, come let's to bed pre- 
-ſentlie, and afterwards wee'l talk on it. 

Doll, Nono, firſt to:Church,and then to bed, 

T. Sint. Oh then you won't follow the faſbion of 
our countrey, we commonly go to bed firft, and to 
Church whenwecan,but come I am contented. Zxekt 

Mafich, | 

1 Enter the Firſt Gent.) andſecond, meeting. 

1. Gent. How now friend, what make you here- 
about+? «f 

2. Gent, My buſineſs is the ſame, I thinke, with 
yours k it not for Dorothy? ' 

2. Gent, Idoconteſle it, and have known what. 
love you lung have born her 5 let us go together. 


Enter Old $im.Toung Sims and Doll. 
F. 'Gent, Stand cloſe, what meanes this? 
Here comes the bride and bridegroome on ſo ſtately, 
That were but maid and batchelour ſa lately. ' 
And now let all the Blackſmithes be invited, 
Cauſe Yalcaw and his Venus are united, - 
1, ' Gent, What ſhould this mean, Dol! has ahat on? 
She did not uſe to weare one. 
rl Enter Doll. : 
Doll. Oh gentlemen ! though I defire 
pany, yet now [I heartily eould wiſh your thſcnge, 
1. Gent, Why, what's the matter Do/b-? * 
Doll. 1 am marneed. {#7 01%'5Y 
2: Gews. Towhom ? X 
Doll, Doyou not know him?Towng Sinrpleton the 
Smwhi'- 7 it! nf \ b vol VI WR 
| 1+ Geng, That fool, that Goxcottibe's Tio iheck 


(5b) 
his hammer with his owa jolt-head ; 
Dull, Stand cloſe, I hear bim coming« 
Enter my Simpleton. 


7. Sins, Sweet-heart now weare married, things 


ought to be well carned, 
And the firſt thing we ſhould take care for, is how 
to get viftuals, what's that ? They whiſtle. 


Doll, Nothing but the Rats and Mice, _ 

Y. Sins, As fure as I live, Ile lay a trap for thoſe 
Rats. Bur what's the matter now? They hem. 

Dol/, Nothing but the Neighbours Dogs. 

T. Sim, Tis a thouſand pities but ſach Currs were 
hang'd up preſently. Exit Sim. 
- Doll. Oh Gentlemen | I would. you were out of 
the houſe, for I am afraid hee will return again ere 
I can handſomly ſhut the door, 

T. Sim:within, Why Doll, Doll. 

—s Coine yee behinde ine preſently, pray diſ- 

patc 


Enter Y oung Simpleton. 
© T, Sims Doll: I have conſidered, that to ſet up 
my trade is the way to' get victuals, and I wont no» 
thing of my tools but tw 2 pair of Bellows. 
Dell. Feat not husband, 1 haye.alierſe mony that 
1 know not of, and if. #-:can'but: bear of a:gogd 


regain, I will not fail to: buy a. rind rg 
Y. Sims. Oh thou prettie —_ kinde Pigſnie, but 


what makes thee wearthy coatgof efpreads 
that faſhion. = 7 10 40:37 r { ;o hen ety 
Det. Do not you know husbandie the faſhion X 
B3 or 


LIMI 
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(125 
for new- married wives. £ 
T. Sim. lsit ſo? itis an excellent faſhidn 5 the 
Summer ime 3 but I'le go out and retura preſently, 
ts "1 ' Exit Y. Sim, 
Dell, What will you do? 'tis tenito one he ſpies 
you, and then my repytation-runs a hazard. © -- 
1, Gent. Appoint what way you Will, we arecon- 
rented. CS a5HY 7X '® 
Dol. 1 fee him coming back 3 and truth to ſay, 
the courſe I ſhall adviſe will ſcem a ftrange one, yet 
it'muſt be: you know he did appoint that I ſhould 
buie for him a pair ot Bellowsz now if you twocan 
bearituſtily, and blow it ſtrong]y, this viſit may be 
kept off from his knowledge. 
1. Gent. Nay any thing good Doll, we cannot 
now be chooſers, | 
" Doll. $0, lie down : Tie fetch a Chafingdiſh of 
Charcoal hither, and practice you a while before he 
come. | Exit Dol. 
1. Gert. T have plaid many a mad prank in my 
life, yet ne're till now ated a pair of Bellows. 


Enter Doll, : Shepradi- 
Dol. $0, ſo, blow tuftily and fearnot. {es ther, 
Enter Young Simpl. 


Y.Siw. Wife : I have conſidered with my felf, 


that if we lay out all the money in a pair of Bellows, 
we ſhould little or nothing left to buy yidtu- 


alls. 
- Doll, Oh husband1 youare deceived; for Zhave 
bought you a pair of Bellows , the whole town 


ſhews not a neaters 
Y. Sim. 


e: (23) | "F 

Y. Sim. & this a pair of Bellows, let me ſee ? this 
is an alamoda pair of Bellows, but look you Doll 5 
when the Bellows-mender comes by, let him ſtop 


this hole here, for the winde comes ont , 
Te call my Father Simpleton to ſee this pair of 
lows. Father, father, come hither, 


Exter Old Simpl. 


Y. Sim, Did you ever ſee ſuch a pair of Bellows 
as my wife has bought. 

0. Sim. A of Bellows, Son ! me thinks this 
would ſerve better for an Anvill: Let's tric how it 
will bear our ſtroaks 

Y. Sim. Well, a match. 
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To all the Worthy-minded 


CENTR Y. 


Gentlemen,and Ladies, 
F your ſerious occaſions will permit me ſo 


much honour, that this ſlight Book may 

be accepted axd. pernſed, | ſhall juſily ac- 

knowledge the favour 10 be farre above 
either my hopes or merit. And af you ever 
wouchſafed your Preſence when it was pre- 
ſented on the Stage , I am confident, your (no 
way erring) judgements will now allow it as 
it then waz intended, which was, rather to pro- 
woke a langhter, then occaſion a contemplation. 
It will likewiſe engage my gratefull ſervice 
af I be not (in your worthy of inions) taxt of 
Arrogance to preſent my unpoliſhed lines, when 
daily thoſe of excellence are offered to your 
Eyes and Ears : But in the confidence of your 
clemency, | ſubmit to the werdif of my grand 
Jury. And howſoever you are pleaſed to cen- 
ſure, will remain (a5 I ought the humbleſt of 


your ſervants, 
RomnerrTt Cox, 


ACTAON and DIANA. 


The names of the Perſons. 


eAteon, 
Three Hant/men. 
Bumpkin, an inferior. 


Diana. 
Five N.ympbs. 
Three (,ountrey Wenches, 
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ACTEON « DIA NA- 


— II—— cc _—_— 


Enter the firſt Huntſman, and Bumpkin 
very Melancholy, 


1. Hunt, 
Ut tell me fellow Bumpkin, what's the matter 2 
Thou that haſt formerly been heard to fing 
As merily and ſweetly as the Cuckowe, 
Burt by the poſture thoa doſt now appear in, 
Strangers will ſoonertake thee for an Aſle, 
Then for a man of mettle. 
Bumpkin. It may be ſo. 
And for my owne part, 1 am not ſuch a fool, to think 
the contrary ; nay, I would change condition with an 
Aſſe,and thank him too : never was any man ( of parts) 
ſo tumbled, Jumbled and Rumbled,as poor Bumphis is. 

1. Hunt. Why what's the matter ? 

Bumpkin, Nay, I know nor, but every day my great 
guts and my ſmall guts makes ſuch a combuſtion in my 
belly as paſſes, and my puddings ( like Lances ) runs a 
tilt at my heart , and makes me as queaſie tomacke as 
a young Green-iickneſs girl newly cometo a big belly. 
1,unt,Canſt thou not gueſs the reaſon of this trouble. 

Bump. Yes,I think I can,and Ile be judged by thee, 

B If 


(a) 
if my caſe bee not deſperate : I have @ horrible 
minde to he in Love. 

1. Hwt, With whom, 

Bump, With any body, buy I cannot find our the 
way how to be in Love. 

1, Hunt, Why ? lle inſtruct thee : canſt thou be 
Melancholly : | 

Bump. Yes, asa doy, ora hoglouſe , I could even 
finde in my heart, to cry preſently. 

1. Hunt, Can(t thou ſleep well * 

Bump, 1 cannot tell, I never ſa v my ſelf ſleep, 

1. Hunt. 1s't poſſible , that thou who haſt (o long 
Been an attendant on my Lord Atteon, 

Shouldſt be to learn the way to be in Love. 

Burp, I would it were not poſſible,on the condition 
thou wert hanged and quartered, 

1. Hunt, 1 thank you Sir, but Bumwphkin liſt to me, 
This day thou Wnoweſt the maids and youngmen meet 
To ſport,and revell it'about the May-pole 
Preſent thy (elf there;tell thy cauſt of orief. 

And I dare warrant thee a (weet-heart preſently, 

Burp. Tf thou canſt do that , Tle marry her firſt, 
and learn to love her afterwards, 

1 Huw Haſt thither Fwmphin, Ie go en before, Fxit, 

Buywp, And I will follow thee a dog trot. 
Is it not pitty, that a man of Authority as I am, having 
been chief dog-keeper to' thy Lord Aeon this five 
years, being a man {6 comely of perſon, and Having 
ſuch a pure complexion, that all fair Ladyes may be 
aſhamed to look on me, and that I ſhould be diſtreſſed 
for a (weet-heart: 
Maypvle I com,&if the wenches thete increaſmy pains 
And ſcorn to Love, Ile beat out all their braines, #x/r, 

Fntty 


(3) 


Enter the Huntſmen, with three Country Weneher, 
a1 they com in, they ſing this ſong. 


SONG 


1. Country Wench, 
Ome 8 Joungmen, come ware: 
With your Muſique dance and ſong ; 
Bring your Laſſes in your hands, 
For'tis that which Love commands : 
Then to the Maypole come away, 
For it is now a Holiday, 


It is the choice time of the year, 

For the Vi lets now appear , 

Now the Roſe receive iti birth, 

LAnd pretitie Primroſe dechs the earth : 
Then to the Maypole come away, 
For it is now a Holiday. 


Here each Batchelor way chuſe 
One that mill not faith abuſe 
Nor repay with coy diſdain, 
Love, that ſhould be lov'd again : 
Then to the Maypole, &c. 


And when you well richoned have, 
What kiſſes yow your [weethearts gave, 
1 ake them all again, and more, 

It will never moke thew poor : 


Then to the Maypole, &c. 
B 2 when 
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When you thus have ſpent the time, 
Till the day be paſt its prime, 
To your beds repaire at night, * 
And dream there of your dayes delight : 
Then to the Maypole come away, 


For it is now a Holiday. 


2. Co. Wench. Isit poſſible , would Bumpkin be in 
Love? Js 
I. Huxt, Yes.,if he knew but how,and for that ficknes 
I have undertaken to become his door ; 
For, at the Maypole meeting 'tis decreed 
A ſweet heart muſt be purchaſt, come what will on't. 
3. Co. Wench. Nay, if he be diſtreſſed, twenty to one 
he may find charitable perſons there. 
I, Co, Wench, What 'Lafſe to ſuch a writhled fac'd 
companion z | piety 
One that by's looks, ſhewes that his fathers orchard 
Could yield no fruit, but Crabs or Apple. Johns: 
Should he be granted a prevailing ſuitor, 
I ſhould not think it requiſite or fitting 
Women hereafter ſhould enjoy rheir eyes'; 
Their very tongues too ſhould be pur to filence, 
Onely allowed to rail at that vile perſon, 
Who by her choice of him, ſham'd the whole ſex. 
2, Co. Nay, I would ay a heavier curfe upon her, 
She ſhould nor ſleep without a wanton dream, 
And waking find no hopes of whar ſhe dream'd. 
2. Hunt. That was a heavie curſe and. well con- 
fider'd, v obs if wa 
Bur could you find our fellow Bumwpkins parts. 
3: Co. Wench.” He can looſe none, and who can finde 
\ + themthen. - 
3- Hunt. Do you beleve him fooliſh. x. Cs. 
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1+ Co, Wench. Tris a faith that needs no confirmation. 
I. Hunt, Laugh at him then, and wee'l affiſt you in't; 
but do'r with Confideration. 
- 2.Co,Wench, So we will, —— hark Lafſes. 
They whiſper. 
2, Hunt. Now if they be not hatching Eggs of 
miſchief, let me be counted addle,what think youſfirs ? 
Country Wenches Laugh, Ha ha ha, 
I. Co.Wench. * own he have not love cnough,good 
Gupid, 
Let me want Love when look't for. 
' 2. Co. Wench. Inthe mean time 
Ler us nor ſtarve our paſtimes, pray fits, 
Begin the Maypole revels. 
3. Hent, Sowe will; 
Come ſtrike up a farewell ro misfortune. 
Q 5 Enter Bumpkin. 
' Bump. Thats a dance that I could never hit off, 
Pray deſiſt a while and hear my dolefull rale. 
1. Co. Wench, Hce'l make us cry ſure, 
Bump. Be it known:unto-all men by theſe preſents 
2, Co. Wenth, An obligation; wee'l be no witneſſes. 
Bump. Why then ile hang my ſelf ? 
3. Co, Wench. We will be witneſs then. 
Bump. What to my hanging ? O my conſcience ! If 
I ſhould woo my heart our, I ſhonld never be the 


, fatrer, for it.---where's your promiſe now ? 


1. Hunt. You have not yet expreſt your felf, be plain, 
Tell them your gticf, a remedy will follow. 
Bump, If that be all, *tis bur an eafie matter, pray 
take notice that I am in Love---with ſomebody. 
2. Co. wench, Would I were ſhe! 
Bump. Why 2 ſo you are,if you haye a minde to '* 
2, Co. Wench. Why then you are my own ? 


(6) 
3- Co.. Pardonme, fiſter, 1 They all bang 


beſpake him yeſterday. about him. 
Fump Yes marry did ſhe. goes to hur 
I, Co. Wench; But 1 was ſhe.that wen him at the 
_ Maypole. 
2, Co. wench. Was that the cauſe you ſtrove ſo for 
the Garland. | 
Bump. What's thax toyau* .  , ..' -Gars ta bey. 
Would 1 had any,ong of them.in quietneſs.. 
3. Co. Wench. Bur yet I muſt have ſhare. , 
1. Co. Wench, So muſt. I too, All pull him. 


2. Co. Wench, 1 will not part without the betcer half. 

Bump. Log wha ſhall have me whole, what are you 

mad ? | 

3. Co. _ There's reaſon for a-madneſs in. this 

h caſe. 
I. Co.Wench.1 will not loſe my right. Let go I ſay. 
2.Co.Wen.He (ball be mine, or clſc he ſhall be nothing. 
Buypkin, 
Away you Burrs, why do'you ſtick thys on me ? 
Now by this hand, if nothing can perſwade you 
Ile drown my ſelf for (pight thas you may. periſh. 

, IT (Horn.) 

1. Hunt. Bark,hark, my Lord A#eors warning piece, 
That Horne gives us intelligence he does intend _  - 
To ſpend this day in hugting, Bumpkin, why ſtay you z 
The hounds will quarrell with you, wee'l come after. . 

. 1. Co. Wench, Will you not ſtay my.Love. 

Bump. le ſee you hang d firſt, and by this band ere 1 

will be in love again, Ile feed my hounds withrmy own 


proper carcale. | 7 +..17 + * B&ibe 
2, Co Wench. Now he is gon, our dancing may. go 
forward. 
2. Hunt, 


I 
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2. Mun. My Lord Aeon ft be'quiek, I pray. 
3. Co. Wench. Quick as owt Motic ef 


quick makes it ſhew berrer. 4 | 
M204 32206, : FM Exe $39V) 


Prey Acteon and Butripkin. 


P i Feow: 6 Te, 
Re all'tfie hounds unconupled;' Tet the woods, 
{1 Vallies,and kils,be fild with their (weet munſick: 
Till the thick Aire pierc't by their karmony, 
Return a willing Ecchoe , Ler your canning 
And care in this'dayes hunting be expreſt, 
To make the world'know that AFeows pleaſitre, 
Is honoured and'obeyed, be nimble firrah. 


Bump.Nimble? yes;as a Bear that hath been lug'd to- 


e: if Lovebeſuch a troubleſome Companion, I 

will intreat him to keep out of my company. 

Aateon, Where are your fellows? we-conſume the day 
Thar-ſhoald be ſpenrin{port, witty idleneſs. 
Go find them our, andrell them rugs Linger 

Enter the three Huntſmen.. 

Bump. They have ſav'd mea labour, 

Atteon. Fic! what mean you # 
The glory of this day calls us to ation : 


The wild inhabitans of theſe fair woods, 


Are to be inftrifted they-muſtifeat'our Javelins,' 
Our ſloath will make them carclefs; 
1 Hunt. Sir,you may pleaſe to know;rhat yeſternight 
I lodg'd a Boar within the neighbouring Forreſt; 
Bump. Yes Siv,and lodg'd 'a Fox #r/a\howfe hard 
by, 350 17732 
pf 1:Hupt,. 
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Hunt. His foamy tuſhes did proclaim defiance | 
To all that would oppoſe him, his vaſt length 
And breadth of wonder, caus'd me to belecye 
Theſe woods nere bred his equall. 

Aeon, He's then a worthy ſubjc> for my jayelin, 
W hoſe glittering head Ile bath (o long within him, 
Till 7 have dy'd it Crimſon with his blood ; 

Nor ſhall Dians's felt, who every day 

Honours theſe woods with her fair train of Nymphs, 
Have power to raviſh from my reſolute arm, 

The glory of this conqueſt : in the mean time, 

Let muſicks (weet tunes in our breaſts create 

Deſire of Aeon, whilſt our active Feet, 

Nimbly beguiles our duller thoughts of power 

To contradi&t our pleaſures: in the fall 

Of this wild Boar, lies honour for us all. 


A dance with Aeon nd his 
Huntſmen, Exeunt. 


A dance of Diana and her Nymphs. in the later 
end of which Aeon and bis Huntſmen joyn 
with them, upon which Diana ſayes, 


Diana. This boldneſs ruines thee. Exit* 
AtF.1lc follow though my ruine do attend me, Zxewnt- 


Enter Diana and her Nymphs. 


Diana, The unbridled boldneſs of 4&#eons youth, 
Merits a puniſhment to equalize 
The nature of his crime; ſawcy young man, 
Too much-preſumiag of thy known deſerts, 
Be witneſs youthat have yowd chaſtitie, 
How much he hath endeavoured to cclipſe 


The 


- 
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The glory of our puritie , for to me 

And thoſethat are 'my Yoraries, honors precepts 

' Muſt tritly be obſerved ; no Balm can cure 
The -of Repuration when *ris made 
Upor'thoſe boſoms that are yowd to vertue, 
Shall the reſolve his ruine ? 

1, Nymph. Gracious Madam, 

Mercy with chaftity and beauty joyn'd, 

Are both with Gods and Men in cftimation, 

And though his fault beyond expreſſion great, 

Cries lowdly on your wrath to execute, 

Yetlet em find pardon. $ | 
2. Nymph. Tr will prove your charity uncqualled. 
i, You goodneſs hall ds 

Become example to my willing, pitie : 

Therefore if young Aeon from this time, 

Confider bis own ſafety and my honor, 

My vengeance ſhall be {ilentz bur if agen 

He ſhall preſume to tempthis moſt ſad'tate, 

Ruine as quick as lightning ſhal demoliſh 

What Nature did ere& i him 'for wonder, 

\, That ſo from men this truth may nor be hid, 
No one muſt covet what the Gods forbid : 
Undreſs you now, for by this fountain fide. 
Our garments from our bodies wee'l divide. 


Enter Aeon. 


Aeon, What wonders do I gaze on ? Might I thus 
Be feaſted at my eyes till time grow old, 
I would not wiſh a ſatisfa&ion 


Of any other ſenſe: Unkind Diana, 
"To'be fo much a miſcr of thy beautics. 
C Loves 


\ 
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Loves laws can nct be perfeR, till chey part 
Rebellion from h nies of thy heart. 
Dians. We are betraid ! Oh Chaſtity defend us, 
Afeon, Twas but a flattring bliſs that did me cheriſh, 
Fly fly, 4AZeos, leſt thy life do periſh. Exit, 
Di.Fool ! thinkſt thou to eſcape £ Know that my will 
Has power to reach, thouzh thou beſtrid'ſt a wind, 
And as by hunting thy offence grew-high, 
So by the hands 0 - Roca thou ſhalr die. 
My will prevails, his head is circled round, 
The largeſt Hart ere beat the Forreſt ground, 
And now forbear this fountain from henceforth, 
Let my dithonour dwell upon the Spring, 
T he waters be corrupted, choakt with mud, 
Foul and infeious, like to Lethes flood. Exeunt. 


A Dance. | | 


Where Aeox comes transformed into the ſha 
of a Hart, his Huntſmen purſue him, and int 
concluſion kill him, and bear him away. 


Singing 


JMI 


Singing Smpkin, 


— 


The Names of the Perſons. 


Simpkin, a Clown, 
Blaſter, a Roarer. 
An old Man. 

His Wife. 


A Serwant. 


Enter the wife, Simpking following. 


wife, Lind Cupid hath made my heart for to bleed, 
Fa la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 
Simp. But I know a man can help you at-need, 
With a fa la, Ja, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la, la- 
Wife. My husband he often a hunting goes our, 
Fa la, la, &c, 
Simp. And brings home agreat pair of horns there's 


no doubt ;z with a fa la, la, la, &c. 
C 2 Wife. 
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Fife. How is't Monſicur Simkingwhy are you ſo ſad? 
Fa la, la,la, &c. 

Simp, Iam uptotheears in loye, and it makes me 
ſtark mad, with a fa la, la,[a,8&c. 
I ain ve «t,I am tortur'd, amd troubled ar heart, 
Fa la, la, &c. 

V/ife. Burt Ile try my $kill to take off your ſmare, 
With a fa la, la,8&c. 
And on that condition I give you akiG, Fals,la,8&c. 

Simp, But what ſays your husband when he hears of 
this 2 with a fala, la &Cc. 

VFVife.You know my afteRion,8 no one knows more, 
With a fa la,la, &c. Knock within. 

Simp, Ulds niggers noggers who knocks at the door * 
with a fa la, la, &c. 


Enter Servant, The tune alters. 


Serv. There is a Royſter at the door, he ſcems a Fel- 
low ſtour. 
Sim, Ibcſeech you worthy friend, which is the back 


way Out ? 
Serv, He (wears and tears he will come in, 
And nothing ſhal him hinder. Exit Servant. 


Simp. 1 fear hee'l ſtrip mie out my kin. 
And burn it into tinder, 
Y Fife. 1 have confider'd of a way, and twill be ſure 
the beſt, 
Simp. What may it be my deareſt Dear ? 
VVife. Creep into this ſame Cheſt, A che# ſer our. 
And though he roar, ſpeak you no word, 
If you'l — my favour. 
Simp. Shut to the oheft;I'pray; with ſpeed, 
For ſoinething has ſothc ſavour., Enter _ 
B . 
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Blu#, 1 never (hal be quiet iFſbg uſe me inthi faſhion, 
Wife. 1 am here to bid you welegm ; what mgan you. 
by this paſſion ? | 
Blujt. With ſome young ſweet-fac'd fellow I thought 
gone out you were. 
Simp. in the cheſt. No ſooth, the ſweet-fac'd fellow 
is kept a priſoner here. 
Bluff, Where is the foole thy husbang ? Say, whither 
is he gone ? 
Wie. The Wittall is a hunting. | 
Bluſt. Then we two arc alone : But ſhould he come 
And find me here, what might the Cuckold think * 
Perhaps hee'd call the neighbours in, 
Simp- And beat you till you ſtink. 
Bluſt, Yetin the bloody war full ofc, 
My courage I did try. | 
Wife. 1 know you have kild many a man. 
Sip. You lic, you flur, you lic. 
" Bluſt, I never came before a foe, 
By night nor yet by day, 
Bur that I Routly rouz'd my (elf, 
 Simp. Andnimbly ran away. 
Bluſt. Within this cheſt Ile hide my ſelf, 
If irchance he ſhould come. 
Wife. O no my love, that cannot be, 
Simp. I have beſpoke the room. 
Wife, I have a place behind here, 
Which yet is known tono m in. 
Simp. She has a place before too, 
Bur that is all ro common, Old man within. 
Old man. Wife, wherefore is the daor thus bar'd? 
what mean you pray by this ? 
Wife. Alas ! it is my husband. 


UMI 


(x 
Sim, Ilaughnow till + 
Bluſt, Open the cheſt, Ile into it, 
My life elſe it may coſt. 
Wife Alas I cannot open it. 
Simp. 1 beleeve the key is loſt, 


Wife, T have bethought my ſelf upon a dainty trick. 


Bluſt. What may it be my deareſt love ? 
I prethec now be quick. 
Wife. You muſt ſay that your enemy 
Into this houſe is fled, 
And that your heart can take no reſt, 
Until! char he be dead. 
Draw quickly out your furious blade, 
And ſeem to make a ſtrife. 
Swear all th'excuſes can be made, 
Shall not preſerve his life, 
Say that the Rogue is fled in here, 
Thar ſtole away your coin, 
And if Ile not deliver him, 
You'l have as much of mine. 
Bluſt. Here's no man bur my ſelf , 
On whom ſhall I complain £ 
Wife. This;great fool does not underſtand, 
This thing you muſt bur faign, 
My husband thus muſt be decciv'd,and afterwards 
wee'l laugh. Emter old man. 
Old man. Wife, ſince you will not ope the door, 
Ile break't ope with my ſtaff, 
Blaſt. Good woman ſhew me to the ſlave, 
His limbs I ſtrait wil tear. 
Wife, By all the honeſty I have, 
Theres no man came in here. 


Bluſt, When I have fought to purchaſe wealth, 
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And with bs did win it, 
This og $ gov my purſe by ſtealth, 
Simp. But never a peny in it, 
Old man, She's big with child, therefore take heed 
you do not fright my wife. 
Bluft, But know you who the Father is ? 
Simp. The Roarer on my life, 
Old man, She knows not of your enemy, then get you 
gone you were beſt. 
Wife, Peace husband, peace, I tell you true, I have 
hid him in the cheſt: | 
_ Old mas. lam glad on'tat my heart, but doe not 
rell him (o, 
VVife, 1 would not for a thouſind pound the Roa- 
rer ſhould it know, 
Bluft, When next we meet his life is gone, no other 
muſt he hope Ile kill him whatſoere comes on'r, 
Simp. Pray think upon a rope, 
Old man. What kind of perſon is it that in the cheſt 
does lie? 
VVife. A goodly hanſome ſweet young man, 
as ere was ſcen with eye. | 
Old man.Then'let us both entreat of him —— Pray 
put us not in fear : we do beſeech you go from hence. 


Bluff. But to morrow lle be here. Exit Bluſt, 
Ola man, Wife, run with all the ſpeed you can, and 
quickly ſhut the dore,j . (more. 


I would not that the roaring man ſhould come in any 

Mean time I wil releaſe the youth, and tell him how we _ 

have ſped. _—— Be comforted my honeſt friend. _ 
Simp. Alas I am almoſt dead , my hearvis torturd in 

my breaſt with ſorrow, fear and pain. 
Old man, Lie ferch ſoine Aque vite, tocomfort you a- 


gain, Simp. 
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Simp. And cauſe 7 will requite'you, - 
V Vhoſe love doth {d exce!l, 
[le graft a pair of horns on your head, 
That may defend it well. | 
Fife, Good husband, let the-man ſtay here, 
'Tis dang'rous in the ſtreet. 
Old man. I would not for a crown of gold, 
The Roarer ſhould him-meer. 
For ſhould he come by any harm, 
They'd ſay the fault were mine. 
VVife to Simphin, There's half a crown,pray fend him 
outto'ferch a quart of wine. 
Simp. There's money for you Sir, _—— Pray fetch a 
quart of Sack, 
Old man, 'Tis well, *tis well, my honeſt friend, lle (ee 
you ſhall not lack. 
VY:fe. Bur if. he ſhould difhoneſt me, 
For there are ſuch ſlipp'ry men. 
Old may, Then he (gets not of his half crown 
One peny back agen, | Exit. 
Simp. Thy husband being gone my love, 
VVec'l fing, weel dance, and laugh, 
I am ſure he1s a good fellow, 
And takes co tro quaff, 
YVife. Vie fold thee in my arms-my love, 
No marter for his liſtning. 


The Old manand is ſervant liſten, 


Simp. Gentlemen; ſome forty weeks-henee 
You inay cometo aChriſtning. 

Old man. O firvih, have I canghtyou, 
Now do the beſtyou can, Fig 
Your Schoolmaſter nere taught-you 
To wrong an honeſt man. 
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Sim, Good fir, Tnever went to Schole, 
Then why am abuſed ? 
The truth is, 7 am but a foole, 
And like a fool am uſed. 
Old man. Yet (irrah you had wit enough to think to 
Cuckold me. 
Vyife.1 jeſted with him, husband, his knavery to ſee. 
Simp. But now you talk of knaverie, 
I pray where is my Sack * - 
Old man. You ſhall want it 1n your belly, Sir, 
Ard have it on your back. 
They beat him off. Exeunt. 


e 


Here follow the Rural ſports on the Birth-day 
of the Nymph Ocnone, 


The Names of the Perſons. 


Amintss (Tg Shepheards in love with Oenone. 
Dorilas 


Serephon )T,0 other Shepheards. 


Dorus 
Hobbinall © A Ruſtick Swain, conceired that 
God Pan. Oenone is enamored of him, 
Satyres. 
Oenonee. 

\ Amarillis 

; Cloris 

- Phillis. 


| — —— 


Enter Dorilas, as coming to ———_ where Cenones 
Birth- day is to be celebrated, 


Dorilas. 
"7T= is the place,the way me thought was long, 
And my flow pace did my affe@ion wrong. 
b For 
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\ For who is he that would not wing his haſt, 
When by 0enone's eys he ſhall begrac'd. 

Moſt potent Shepherdeſs who haſt power t'enthrall 
Not only my poor heart alone, but all. © 

For every one that reigns here, ſtcives to be 

Rather her captive, then ar liberty. 

Her eys do perfe&tly two Suns preſent, 

And yet bur one graces the Firmament, 

The colour of her lips doth juſtly ſhow 

Like that of Cherjies when they kindly grow 

And ſuch a form they have, they may enticc 

To think ſuch only grew in Paradice. 

The Lambs are fatter that by her do feed, 

And all her Ewes more frequently do breed 

Then any Shepherds, and bo yeild each year 

A larger fleece then any others bear, 

As if ſhe brought a miracle to paſs, 

And fed them with her looks more then the graſs. 
If then ſhe will (when other Shepherds ſtand 

To beg afayour from her eys or hand) 

Eſteem me moſt,'my poor heart then will be 
Taught the true ſenſe of a felicitie. 
But ſoft, —- me thinks from yonder grove hear 
Voyces that are familiar to my ear, 

Ile not go to them ; for Love ſays my duty 

Is to attend none but 0epore's beauty. Exit. 


A Dialogue ſung between Dorus the Shepherd, 
and Cloris the Shep herdeſs, 


Clors, 
Y Ou have forgot then Dorws) your proteſt. 
Dor. No, I have not my Clors, 'tis confeſt. 
Clor. But y<t 1 ſaw you lide,a Garland neatly t ye 
nte 
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Into Hranias hand 3 let it ſuffice, 

T hough Love be blind, Lovers have many eys. 
Dor, Will you appear fo ſtrangely full of paſſion ? 
Clor. | have cauſe to fear difſembled love's in faſhion. 
Dor. Then why did you, I pray, 

With Strephon (port and play ? 

You kiſt and danc'd, till day was paſt its prime, 

And all the while my heart did beat the time. 
Clor. May I not dance, or harmleſly be kiſt * 
Dor. So I may chance give garlands if 1 liſt, 
Clor. But when you are {o free, ; 

Me thinks you ſteal from me. 
For every Lover will this Text approve, 
There's charity in all things but in love. 
Dor. That day the ſtorm fell to be true you (wore, 
Clo. When the ſun ſhin'd agen, you vowd much more. 
Dor. Thoſe faithfull yows I made, 
were by your ſelf betraid : 
For I have learn'd to know it is my due, 
To be no conſtanter in love then you. 
Chorus, 

Then jealouſies be gone, and keep my ſheep, 

Let that the Wolf owld make t heir number ſmall, 

But of my love nothing command ſhall keep 

But Cloris will, and Cloris will & all. 


Enter Amintas and Dorilas. 


Amint. Shepheard, thy love. is moſt unnatural : 
For Nature does command friendſhips obſervance, 
But by the fond defires thy heart is fild with, 
Thou prov'ſt thy ſelf ungratefull, 
Dor. That CharaRter was never coveted, 
Nor muſt I wrong my innocence ſo much, 
D 2 Nat 
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Not to demand a reaſon of this ſlander. 
Amin. 1 will produce the truth thou wouldſt profeſs, 
A'witneſs 'gainſt thy ſelf : How oft have / 
With car&eand induftry preſerv'd thy Flock 2 
And when thy tender Lambs have been in danger, 
How many times have [| opos'd the wolf, 
And made my ſtreagth defender of thcir weakne(s 2 
And when thy (elf haſt follow'd idle paſtimes, 
T hy Flocks and mine have fill been twin'd together, 
Till by my vigilance I have inſtructed 
The enemies to Shepherds and their Flocks. 
They were to fear me, as thy ſheep did them. 
Nor have I had a thought (except thoſe dear ones 
That have been bulicd by Oenone's vertues) 
Which has not {til paid tribute to thy friendſhip. 
Dor, You then weuld have prerogative in love, 
And leave no priviledge to me but friendſhip, 
If you allow 0enore vertuous. , 
And that her eys have power to pierce all hearts, 
Why ſhould the man which you will call a friend, 
Be baniſht from the bleſt ſocirie 
Of thoſe who are her ſervants ? *'Twere a crime 
Againſt her beautie to belceve ſhe ſhould 
Merit but one mans ſervice; he which reigns here, 
Iknow muſt love, and that neceſſitic 
Makes rivals neceſſaric. 
Streph. Tis atruth . 
I muſt acknowledg, pardon me my friend, 
I find the Nymph 0enone is too worthy z 
Yet her perfeRions (were they centupled) 
Shall not diſfolye,nor in the leaſt diminiſh 
What has bin formerly cſteem'd a triumph, 
Which is, a perfe@t frindſhip. 


Ss 
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Dor. In that confidence 
Thus we unite agen -—— But who comes here ? 


Entr Hobbinall with a paper in his kand, 


Streph. 'Tis Hobbinafl, 
One that belceves 'tis but 0enone's dutic 
Dire&ly to confeſs her ſelfe beholding 
To him for his affeQion : he ſuppoſes 
That his deſerts are greater then her beauties, 
And is as confident the fair Nymph loves him, 
As we are that ſhe does nor ; yet his fortune 
Is more to be commeded then our fate g 
For ſhe is pleas'd to ſmile at his rude ations, 
The beſt of our endeavours are not valued. 

Dor. What paper's that he ruminates upon * 
Let us obſerve a little. | 

Hob, 'Tis a ſtrange thing I find my felf out everic 
day more then other, to be one of the underſtanding, 
ſveereſt, neateſt, and compleateſt Shepherds thar cver 
rook hook in hand. Tother day I ſaw my face in a pail 
of water, and Ihad much adoeto forbear drowning of 
my ſelf : *tis no wonder then, that the beautcous 
Nymph Oe»one makes much of me , and lets all the 
other Shepherds ſhake their cars like Aﬀes : And the 
truth is, 1f 7 can find never a handſomer ſhe ſhall ſerve 
the rurn. This was her birth-day, ſhe being born in the 
year —— one thouſand fix hundred, ——- nay hold a 
little; but on this day of che month ir was, Winter or 
Summer, in the honour of which we all keep holiday ; 
and therefore for the credit of her beauty ,and the honor 
of my own Poctry,have made ſuch a Cope of Verſes 
on her, as will make her a thouſand times handſomer 


then ever ſhe was in her life. - - — 
as. . 
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1 will peruſe them now with the eys of anderſtan- 
ding, _ _ Hereads. 

(JE fair, whoſe Beauty does enrich us, 

Tell me the cauſe why thou doſt ſo bewitch ws, 
On thu day thou werr born though not begotten, 
T = a ” think on ow dead & rotten. 
And though thy coyne(s ana thy pretty [corn 
Makes be - thou Ih we been born, 
Tet for my own part this Ile ſwear and ſay, 
I wiſh thy time of Birth were every day. 


If ſhe do not gun mad for love of me now, 'tis pitic 
ſhe ſhould have Verſes made on her as long as ſhe 
lives. 

Streph. Let's interrupt him —— Hobbinall well met. 

"Hob. Ie may beſo. 

Dor. But why ſo ſtrange man ? Thope you will re- 
member we are your fellow Shepherds. 

Hob, You were once, but now / command you to 
know, Tam a Maſter Shepherd ; for the fair NT 
Oenone, that makes all your mouths run over with wa- 
ter, does acknowledge me to be both Maſter and Mi- 
ſreſle. 

Streph. In part*tis true, yet if you well conſider, ſhe 
makes you bur her ſport, no otherwiſe. 

If ſhe make me her ſport, *tis more then ever ſhe 
* can make of thee: for thou art one of the ſowreſt 
lookt fellows that ever crept out of a vineger-bottle, 

Enter Oenone. 
Dor, Here comes the faireſt 7dae ever nourifht. 
Hob. Iwill accoſt her. 
Streph, Forbear a while good Hobbinall. 
Oenene, It was my faulr. . 
0 
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To be fo credulous , but 'twas his fin 
To be ſo laviſh of his proteſtations. 
Oh Parti, Pars, thy inconſtant nature 
Argues the fickleneſs which Poets fanfie 
In women, but a Fition. 
I that have formerly acknowledg'd thee 
The onely perſon meriting reſpe, 
Muſt now produce this thy particular falſhood, 
As one to dare example ; let no more 
The Shepherds be at ſtrife to pleaſe Oenone, 
Let every Maypole-meeting every feaſt, 
Be honor'd by a happier Nymph then I, 
To be the Miſtreſs o thoſe barnlef paſtimes- 

Dor. Hail to the Nymph that graces 1daes vale, 
Accept my ſervice at this dayes folemnity. 

Streph, And if the ſame from me can be accepted, 
nothing ſo pleaſing is as to preſent it. 

Hob. TI, you may talk as finely as you wil, but when 

I come to ſpeak once, I'm ſure you will be kicker off, 

Oen. What you profeſs may wel claim an acceptance, 

Hob, Now wil I ſee who is the moſt deſerving Shep- 
herd in all the vale of 1dae---litcle ro ue,howdoſt thou? 

Oenone. O Hobbinall, you are welcome, Irthought 

you had forgot me, you are my ſport, and ſhould be 
ever neer me. | 

Hob. Look you there, I am her ſport ſhe ſays ; when 
will ſhe give any of you ſuch anJhonorable titl:: bar 
Sport, I do not think bur thou art a Conjurer, or a 
Witch, or a Divell at leaſt ; for thou haſt infuſed ſuch a 
combuſtion of Poetry in my head, that I fear I ſhall 
never be my own man agen,nor my Maſters neither, — 
There's a Copte of verſ:s, read 'um ; nay, they arc my 


own, as ſure as my name's Hobbinal, 
O:n0ne, 


(24) 
Oenone, I thank you Spot, Ile ſtudy a requirall, 


Enter Amintas, Dorus, Amarillis, Clors, 
and Phill, | 


Amintas. "Fair one, we come to celebrate this day 
With other Shepherds who admire and joy, 
To knoy ſo fair acreature as your ſelf 
Ar this time of the year made the world happy. 

Phil. And we as bound to honour you (the faireſt) 
that ever grac't our ſex, are come to attend upon your 
recreations. | 

Oenone. Your expreſſions, 
(As they cauſe bluſhes) do cx4R a thanks. 
- Dor. Honourme 

With your fair hand, Nymph, that I may lead 
The way to all thoſe paſtimes which will follow. 

Oenone., The honor is to me, and 7 accept it. 

Hob. 1d'c laugh at thar,no Sport, Ile dance with thee 
my ſelf. 

Oenone. Some other time, 

By chance I may be at leaſure. 

Hob. Will younot 2 well, by this hand then Ile ſtand 

out and laugh at every thing you do, right or wrong. 
A dance. 

Pſhaw waiv, this dancing is like my mothers Mares 

tror, Sports, (hal 7 ſheyy thee a dance of my own faſhion? 

OQenoxe, Ir cannot but content. 

Hob, Nay, I know that, bark hither, Lads. Ex. Hob,Str, 

Oenone, Thus I beguile my paſſion, ſhadowing over 
With a falſe vail of mirth, my reall ſorrows ; 

For when time takes an cnd,not all the ſtories 
Which ever did lament forſaken Lovers, 
Shall ſhew a parallell ro my misfortune. 
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My gtiefs ſhall ſtay, when all my joys d 
And nothing bur ſad thoughts fill my heart. 


Hobbinall and the Shepherds dance a Morris, 


Hob. How like you this Sport - 

Oenone, Beyond Expreſſion, Sport, 

I ſee your Vertues were conceal d. too long: 

Hob.1 ſo they were,but I meanto ſhewthem every day 
as faſt as I can, Bur ſirrah, Sport, yonder's God Pax, 
wiha m__ of the braveſt Satyrs that ever wore 
horns on their heads : come, Shepherds, let's go make 
them drunk, and ſaw off all their horas. Exit. 


Enter Pan. 
Pan. Hail to that Nymph that graces 1daes Vale, 
VVhoſe beauty adds a Luſtre to all thoſe 
That doe acknowledge Par as their chief Patron. 
Not any Satyr henceforth for thy ſake, 
Shall own the nature he was bred withall. 
Bur all their ations ſhall be like thy beaurie, 
Smooth and delightful, and when thou commandſt, 
Sweet Philomel (hall quite forget her Rape, 
And overcome with joy thar thou art preſent, 
Joyn with the other birds in cheerfull notes. 
The very trees ſhall entertain go whiſper 
From the rude winds, but what ſhall pleaſe thy car, 
And when thou ſpeak'ſt the beaſts ſhall dance more 
nimbly, 
Then when the Thracian Orpheus charm'd their ſenſes, 
And every. objeR that can yeeld delight, 
Shall be Oenores vaſſall: inthe mean time, 
I, and thoſe Satyrs that __ my perſon, . 
| Wi 


| (26) 
Will move in dance, to let Oemone find, 
She can make gentle a rough Satyrs mind. 
Oenone. Since my weak fortune knows no retribution, 
But my weak thanks,accept them, being preſented, 
Pan. Approach then Satyrs, and let each one ſtrive 
To-exprels the ſervice due unto Oenore, 


A dance of Satyrs, 


Odnone. Now honor me to grace my Bower a while, 
Where I will ſtrive to let my Patron prove, 
How fain I would be gratcfull to his love. Exeurt. 


_— 


Here followes the Humor of 
Fobn Swabber. 


The Naitfes of the Perſons: 


Franciſco, 
Gerard, 


Fohn Swabber, a Seaman, 
Cutbeard; a Barber. 
Parnell, John Swabbers wife. 
Two or three neighbours wives. 
Enter Franciſco, Gerard, ſeverally. 
6H Renciſco, well met z whither in ſuch haft ? 
ty" Fran. lam going to a feaſt ; where, if you 


pleaſe, you ſhall be welcom too, Fin 


{Two Gentlemen. 
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Ger, Tam willing to believe you, and will wait on 


you, 


Fran. Ile promiſe you a diſh of mirth, that's all, and 
if my hopes delude me not, well dreſt too, ſo quaintly 
reliſht, that it will provoke a laughter farre above thy 
ſpleen to ſuffer, 

Ger. How can theſe times afford ſuch entertain- 
ment © 

Fran, Why, Ile inform you: "Twas yeſterday my 
luck to be incountred by a ruſtick Sea-man, (or one at 
leaſtwile of as courſe condition.) This fellow, like a 
perfect ſon of folly, began to rail extreamly at his tor: 
eune, and needs would make me Judge of his abuſe. ++ 
I have (ſayes he) about ſome two years ſince, marricd 
a wife, "wo worth the time I ſaw her) and in my ab- 
ſence ſhe hath got a trick ro make me Cuckold whe- 
ther T will or no a barbarous Barber makes a beaſt of 
me, Cutbeard his name, whom I do yow to be the 


cut-throat of. 
Ger. I know the fellow well, he lives cloſe by z but 


on I pray. 

Fran. I finding that his humor might produce ſome- 
thing -worth laughing at , encouraged him; he like a 
bladder thatis ſweld with blowing, was ſtraight putt 
up'into a deſperate humor , fo that he vowed this day 
fora revenge : And hereabout I am to meet this Her- 
cules, 

*Ger. It cannot chuſe but produce excellent mirth, 
which Ile affiſt with all my beſt endeavours. 


Evxter John Swabber, armed with a ſword, a'gun, 4 x 
ſpit,a pair of tongs, and other ridiculous weapons. 
Fran, See, he is come loden with ſeveral —_— 
E 2 O 
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»of death ; he means to play a prize with him, I think,-- 
Well Fohn, I ſee you are prepared for murder , have 
mercy: on the Barber, I ſay. ro oi 
+ Swab, NoyI (corn it,l wil have no mercy,he has made 
a whore of a wondrous honeſt woman, and a Cuckold 
of one,that for oug ht I know,might haye been a Cour- 
tier, For which abominable deed I ſcorn to ſhew m 
ſelf a Chriſtian z for I do mcan to uſe him worſe then a 
Jew would. EE - 
Fras. Nay, but conſider, he's a man hew-ere, and 

ou can boaſt your ſelf ro. be no more, although you 
Lets the ſpiritofa Giantz you have brought weapons 
Here as if you meant to kill him twenty times, Troth 
tis too much, 

Swab. I 1 bate him an Ace of forty, call me Cox- 
comb, I will draw his teeth one by one, with an inſtru- 
ment called a pair of Tongs, then Tet him blood in the 
right vein , and bid the Divell take him at his own 

rill, 
aj Fran, Let me prevail with thee to calm thy rage, and 
take acquaintance of this Gentleman a worthy-friend 
of mine. MBE TS” | 

Swab. Do you long to be acquainted with me, Sir * 

Ger. By any means, Sir, 

Swab. Tis granted then; Ile roſs a Can or a Pot 
with you, as ſoon as I have diſpatch't this bawdy Bar- 
ber; would he were dead that my buſineſs might be 
over. | 

Ger. What's your profefſion Sir « and how may I 
call you 2 | OL LITSE 

Swab. Iam a Seaman, Sir, my nanie's Fohn Swab- 
ber ——an Officer of the ſhip, ſir. | | 


Gere 
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Ger. 1 cry you mercie, fir. 

Swab. Nay, never cry forthe matter, ——But1 had 
forgot this Barber all this while: Barber come tory, or 
by the beard of my great Grandfather, I ſwear, I will 
ſo ſhaſhado, maſhado, paſhado, and carbinado thee, 
that thou ſhalt look like a gallimatry all thedays of thy 
life. Come forth 1 ay . 

Cutbeard within, Why neighbour Swabber,who pro- 
vokes youthus ? what do you mean ?. who has offen-+ 
ded you ? 

Swab. Oh ſlave of all flaves, w ho has offended me ? 
why thou baſlc, beaſtly, boiſterous, Babylonian, bawdy*+ 
fac'd Barber, thou baſt, thou: haſt made me fit to chew 
the cud with oxen, climb the mountains with wild 
goats, and keep company with none but Ram-headed 
people,for which I wil tie thee up on the next {ign- poſt, 
and there thou ſhalt hang a twelve month and a day a- 


live, for an example toll ſuch notable ſhavers ; bur if 
| thou comeſt and ſubmitſt-ro my mercy; 1I'will: do thee 


the fay our to let thee hang till thou be'dead.. 

Ger. Franſiſco hark—— le pawn my life this fel. 
low's a rank coward, keep you his furie up, and ie per: 
ſwade the Barber to a greater vein of roaring then ere 
was praGiifed by a ſuburb blade, 1le,make him ar the 
leaſt ſeem valiant, fear not; VN Exit 
4; Fran. Doif it be-poſſible, Te /hold him in'diſcoutſe. 
——But, M* Swabber, whit think you if he does com- 
pound with you, wil you be won to take att arm or two; © 
or both his leggs, and ſave his' other-members 2. 

Swab. Pih, tell not me; tis neither his arms norhis 
legs that ſtand upon, he has causU'me togo'in' Uhn- 
ger of my life ; for t'other day I had an occafion 8 

paſs 
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-paſs by a worſhipfull Gentlemans pack of hounds,they 
no ſooner looked upon my. forehead, but they came ar 
me in full cry ; and I for fear left ſuch a ſent behind me, 
that they came after me as perfealy by it, as if Thad 
beena Stagg z andif I had not got ſhelter of a houſe, 
without doubt I had been preſented to ſome great man 
for Veniſon , and my hanches had been bak'd by this 
time. © 

Fran. You were in danger there T muſt confeſs. 

Swab. And the Butchers Doggs till take me for a 
Bull, and ferch ſuch courſes at me and all this the Bar. 
ber is the cauſe of. 

Fran, 1 would revenge it, were Ias you he ſhould not 
have a tool left him to work with. _ 

Swab. No nor to play with neither, Ile have an inch 
of everie tool he has. —— Barber come forth, .and let 
me kill thee upon fair terms , or elſe I will-enter thy 
houſe by force, pitch thee down the ſtairs, and ſend, 
thee of an ann | headlong. And if thou doſt ſubmir 
ro my mercie,] wil ſhave thee to death with thy own ra- 
zor, therefore take heed. — So, now let him. come if 
he dare. . , Enter Gerard. 

Ger.. Wel, now 1 ſce there is no hope to appeaſe him, 
blood muſt enſue, and death wil take its courſe, 

Swab. With whom? what's the matcer 2 

Ger. The;Batber is preparing for the combar, he has 
took his pole to ſerye him for a lance, and one of his 

- baſons for a buckler, and yows to- make you the wind- 
mill,whilcſt he plays Dox 2ix0t againſt you furiouſly , 
_ Swab. AWindmil |— Ile begone. 
Fran. You wil not offer that ſure. W hoafraid ? 
Swab. Would it not make any one tremble with the 
rs | thought 
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thought on'r, firſt to be made a Cuckold, then'a wind- 
mill 2 No, Ile begone, and come agen to kill him when 
I can find him in a better humour. 

Franc, Conſider what you do; he'l call you coward, 
proclaim you Cuckold ſtil in eyerie Alehouſe,and whar 
diſgrace wil that be ? 

Swab. I care not,:tis better be a Cuckold then a wind- 
mil z if he had meant to makea fool, a puppic, or an aſs 
of me,or any ſuch Chriſtian like creature, twere another 
matter : but to be made a windmill of, and never to be 
reſpeed but when thewind blows,is not to be endur'd, 
thereforelet him make windmils of my weapons, if he 
will, for my own part Ile defend my (elf with my heels. 

*  - «Throws down his weapons. 

Ger, Come, I have brought him to a better temper, 
he will come armed with — but a Razor, with 
which if he does flit your wezand-pipe, it will not be a- 
mils to take it patiently. 

"Swab. Let him not (ſpoil my drinking,and I carenot; 
but hark you, if you ſhould ler him hurt me,x ſhould be 
aS angrie as a Tiger. 

Evter Cutbeard with a raFor. 

Cut, Where is this ſlave that has provok't my rage 
to his deſtruRion, I wil (winge this Boore, then hang 
him up for Bacon in 'my chimney, and ſend him to be 
broyled for Pluto's breakfaſt. 

Swab. VVhy This is worſ then to be made awindmil. 
Do you hear fir, if ever you had the fit of an ague upon 
you, or ever knew the trembling of a man troubled in 
conſcience, that would be loth to die till, he had made 
even With all the world, conſider me alas, fir, I have 
my rent to pay yet, and if I ſhould be ſent to hell of an 
errand, they'l like my company ſo well, I ſhould never 

come 


come back x A ; pray — him to ſend me to Fe-. 
c 


ruſalem, or Ferico, or any thoſe places neerer hand, 

» Fran, Why canſt not thou excuſe thy (clfe ? where's 
thy brains 2. ' | 

_ . Swab, Alas,my brains are fallen intomy breeches;bur 
if you'l ſtand between me and harm, 1le venture to xe- 
concile my ſelf to him, — Cut — honeſt Cuibeard,did(t 
not thou think I was in earneſt all this while, 

.Cig. What erc thou wert, thou ſhalt be nothing pre- 
ſently, death waits for thee, come” quickly I command 
thee. 

Swab. Sir, pray perſwade M* Death to have patience 
for a matter of 45 or 50 years more for I have a great 
deal of buſineſs to do in this world yer. 

Cut, Shal I be dallicd with, let me approach him, for 
all the intreatics of the world ſhal not preſerye him paſt 
{1x minutes. 

Swab, One minut's paſt alreadie, — and theres two. 

Fran, Nay, prithce Cutbeard, be more mercifu). 

Swab, Three — four — five. | 

Ger. Wilno intreatie ſerve 2 Then take your courſe. 

Swab. Six, O now Lam gone. 

Ct. If heſubmit he may live,let him kriow it ---doſt 
thou acknowledge thy own cowardize and my heroick 
valor? 

Cut O mighty Hercules,I confeſs my (elf a Pigmy,and 
1 wil never think otherwiſe while | live; theſe Gentle- 
men be my witneſſes. 

Ger. V Vby then all's wel agen.-- Remember Catbeard, 

Cu. Ile ſpice him fearnot-.-give me thy hand Fack, 
Thus do 1 graſp thy friendſhip. 

Swab, He graſps my hand diveliſh hard tho. 

Cut, 1hear pronounce thy witc to be a Yenwe, f 

Swab, 
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Swab, O rare ! Is my wife a Yeuws ? That's more then 


ever I knew before z why then I will be her husband 
Cupid, 

Fran. No, Cupid was her ſon. 

Swab. Tis no matrer for that, he ſhall be her husband 
for once, and we two wil get ſuch abundance of young 
Cupids, that we'l make all the world in loye with one a- 
nother. 

Ct, Since we are reconciled, know, honeſt Swabber 
that I wil make the whole world dote on thee, le waſh 
thy face, and powder thee to'th purpoſe, and ſhave thee 
if thou wilt too. 

Swab. No, by no means,lI dare nor venture my throat 
under thy fingers ; bur for waſhing and powdring, that 
all che world may be in love with me, I am content. 

Cwt. Sit down then in this chair, look on this powder, 
the ſnow is nothing to it, 'twill cr-ate ſuch a complexi- 
> = thee, thatno Art did cver ſet upon the proudeſt 

pn But hark you C#tbeard, how ſhall 1 do to ſati(- 
fic all the women that will follow me for kiſſes, if you 
make me too beautifull, my lips will be worn threed- 
bare before I can get home ; and then Parzell my own - 
dear wife, will have the leaſt ſhare of her own ſweet 
husband. 

Ext. For that we'l-take a courſe, —wink, wink, good 
Fack, my Ball will ſearch your eyes elſe. 


Swab, My eyes are honeſt, and fear no ſearching 


Changes the powder ,and blacks his face all over. 

Cut. Now I begin to ſprucihethy phiſaomic, — This 

wder was extrafted from the Phoenix, when ſhe laſt 
urnt her ſelf, and is indeed the quinteſcence of odors. 


Swab. Nay, 'tis as odious as ever I ſmelt, that's cer- 
| F tain, 
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tain, good Cutheard let fl enough I prithee. 

Cut. Nay,lle ſpare no coſt, -— Judg Gentlemen, is 
he not ſtrangely alterd? 

Ger, Paſt belief ; I would not that my Miſtreſs ſaw 
him now, my hopes would ſoon be cool'd then. 
| Swab. Ithink ſo, but I would have you to take no- 
tice, I wil have nothing to do but with great perſona- 
ges, for I muſt not make my ſelf common, 

Fran. W hat this fellow wil com to no man knows yer, 
his fame no doubt wil travel ore all countries, and I am 
full refolved in my opinion, the Queen of Mauritania 
wil run mad for him, : 

Swab. If (he run as mad as a March Hare,ſhe gets not 
a bitz no, Parnell and my neighbours ſhal have 2ll. 

Cut, Now it the Painters wil draw Adons our, let 
them come here for copies. So TI have done. 

Swab. Prithee Cutbeard lend me a Looking-glaſs.. 

Cut. By no means ; whar did you never hear of one 
Narciſſus how he pined away for love of his own ſha- 
dow : No, go home, your houſe is hard by, let. Parnell 
ſee you,and bleſs her ſelf with wonder. 

Swab. Honeſt Cutbeard, this Gentleman is a worthy 
friend of minc, prithee beſtow ſome of the ſame powder 
upon his face. | 

Fran. No,no, you ſhal be beautiful alone,tis beſt. 

Swab. Parnet 1 come,and if thou beeſt not ſtupid, 
Thou'lt ſay Fack Swabber is 2 kin to Cupid, Exit. 

Ger. Well C#tbeard, thou haſt dreſt him hand- 
ſomly, I'de give a Crown that I were by when firſt hc 
finds what beauty hce's adorn'd withal. 

Cut. This day I am to meet with pretty Parnell, 
pray Heaven the Fool be abſent when I come, ſome 
two hours hence if you wil mcet me, Gentlemen, __ 
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tel you how he takes his aatialgraniew. 
Fran, We wil not fail. Farewel. Exeant, 
Emter Parnell, 

Parn. 1 wonder that my Barber ſtays thus long, can he 
negle& me thus  Wel, I wil fir him, for if he uſe me 
once agen thus baſely, I wil caſhiere him, and beſtow 
my love upon ſome one more conſtant: forty to one bur 
Swabber comes before him, and ſpoils all. 

| Enter Swabber very ftately. 
Who's this in the name of blackneſs ? the clothes and 
walk of my dear husband,and Ile lay my life he has gor 
a vizardon, — Nay pray now, indeed you'l fright 
me preſently,rake heed. 

Swab. She does not know me that's excellenr, —— 
Parnell belecve it,1 am fleſh and blood, 1 would not have 
thee rake me for a Goddeſs. 

Pan. A Goddeſs quotha, a black one if you be one ; 
what haſt thou got upon thy face I prithee 2 | 

Swab. Do not look too wiſtly upon me, Parnell, my 
beauty wil put your eyes out it you do, and then I muft 
be at the charge of a Dog and.a Bel for you, 

Pan. A Dog and a fools head , pul off your vizard, 

Swab. Do not touch me unleſs you make forty curt- 
ies firſt. Come kiſs me,and thou wilt be out our of thy 
wits preſently. 

Parn.' Nay, thenl ce tis a trick put upon him; Ile 
ferch you a glaſs, you ſhal behold your beauty. Ext. 

Swab, Do,and I wil yenture to be in love with my {lf 
for once. How (hal I requice honeſt Cutbeard ? By this 
hand he ſhal have the honor ro be Barber tv all my 
wenches. Enter Parnell with a glaſs. 

Pars. Are you not wondrous fair ? Look-and ad- 


mire your ſelf. 
F 2 Swab. 
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Swab. O Parnell, Pavel I am gul'd moſt baſely, 1 
have not half ſo much beautic as a Chimney- ſweeper : 
Ile kil the Barber the firſt thing I do. 

Parn. Was it the Barber uſed thee thus ? 

* Swab. 1 Parnell, "ewas he : Ilego ferch a company of 
my Felow. $aylors, drag him out, and hang him up at 
the main Yard preſently. Parnell farewvel : if I be appre- 
hended for the death of Cutbeard, what ever thou doſt, 
ſend me a clean ſhirt, for 1 ſhal have need on'r. Exit. 

Parn. V Vell Cutbeard, I commend thee for this pro- 
jeR, thou haſt dreſt him handſomly ; would thou wer't 
here, I would kiſs thee for the jeſts ſake. Enter Cas. 
Oh are you come, Sir ? 

Cutb. 1 watcht the time my Parnell, and have found 
it ; How does the gul become his feathers ? Ha ! 

Pary. As 1 would have him : Oh Cutbeard, this kiſs, 
and this, for the device, 

Cut. VVhere is he, Parnell ? 

Parn, V'Vhy gone abroad in his new-faſhion'd face, 
to fetch a gang of Saylors, who he vows ſhal hang thee 
up at the main Yard , and ſhal uſe thee worſe then the 
Prentices a Suburb-Bawd'on a Shrove-tueſday. 

Cut. And thoſe ſame watet-rats are Divelliſh things ; 
what a ſlave was I co uſe him ſo ? 

Pary, VVhat canſt thou fear whenT am in thy pre- 
ſence ? Away you milkſop, hence from me, avant. 

Cut. Nay, gentle Parnel, by this hand He fight with a 
whole Army, if thou ſayſt the word : prithee be recon- 
ciled. 

Swab. within. V Vhy Parnell, Parnell, here's thy own 
ſweet husband ; open the door dear wife. 

Parp. O me, my husband's come, what ſhal I do 2 


Cut. Let mc into the well , if thou thinkſt good, or . 


hang 
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hang me inthe chimney ſtead of Bacon, 

Pars. Alas, that's full of hazard. —— No device ! 

Swab, within. Why huſwife, huſwiſe, muſt I wait halfe 
a day ? 

A My peticotes faln off, but I come preſently ---- 
Oh I have thought, come hither, put on this biggin, I 
made it for my child that is at Nurſe}, | and cram thy 
ſelf into this cradle here : there is no other way, there- 


fore diſpatch. 
C#t. O me, thou never thinkſt upon my beard , that 
wil betray all preſently. A cradle ſet forth. 


Parn. Take you no care, Ile make him to beleceye you 
were born with it; be quick, I ſay, 

Cut, Neceſſitic. compels me, ſend me off of this brunt 
once, Ile hunt the {mock no more —— Cover me cloſe 
good Parnell. | | 

Parn.So, keep you cloſc,and when he prattles to you, 
ſneere in his face,and call him Dad, do you hear * 

Parnell lets him in. Enter Swabber. 

Swab, Why you proud, peevith, petty, paltry Parnell, 
why did you make me ſtay ſo long ? / 

Parn, 1 made what haſt 1 could bur the child cri ſo. 

Swab, The child ! what child * have you got baſtards 
here ? 

Pary. Baſtards? they are your own then: Simon's come 
home, the boy I had a twelveinonth ſince by you, he 
was born when you were at ſea, 

Swab. Is hebrought home 2 As Fm an honeſt man 
I'm glad oa't. Let me ſee him Parnell. 

Parn. Look here he is, the goodlieſt boy, and even as 
like thee Fohy, as if thou had it begot him all thy (elf. 

Swab. Whoop, heres a boy of a twelyemonth old: if 
he grew but thus much this next year, he'l be = - 

ght 
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fight with a Giant preſent]. Bur Parnely, he has gor a 
great beard roo,how comes that * 

Parn, Why he was born with it; many children are 
ſo,and 'ris a ſign he wil be a man berimes,a wiſe diſcreet 
One tO, 

Cut. Dad dad.dad. 

Swab. Nay, 'tis a wiſe child, I perceive that, for he 
cals me dad ar firſt fight. Good Paryel fetch me ſome 
milk for him, Ile ſee him car. 

Pary, He had milk but juſt now ; prithee Fohy be pa- 
tient. 

Swab, You are a fool, he has bcen ſtary'd at Nurſe,and 
we muſt make him fat. Fetch ſome, I ſay. 

Par, I wil nottruly Fehn,you'l (poil the child. 

Swab. I ſaw ſome ſtand in the next room, Ile fetch ir 
my ſelf ſo 1 wil. | Exit. 

ar, What wil you do ? You muſt endure with pa- 
tience ; Imingled batter but juſt now for pancakes and 
that he'l bring, as certain as 1 live. 

Ct. | ſhal be cram'd to death z mercic upon me. 

Par. Ke comes, lie cloſe agen. 

Enter Swabber, with a great bowl of batter and a ladle, 

Cut. Dad ,dad,dad. 

Swab, I mine own boy, here's milk for thee, Simon. 

Throws it in by ladles full. 
Look Parnel look,how greedily he cats it. 
_ Par, Now fie upon you Fohn, you'lchoak the child. 

Swab. I mean to make him grow as high as Pauls, and 
ſhew him for a wonder in 8 artholmew fair. - Feech me 
ſome more milk, this is all gone. 

Parn, What,do you think Ile murder the poor infant? 

Swab. By this hand le go tothe Milk-woman and 
fetch him a whole gallon. my 

arn. 
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Parn. Up quickly and be gone; for when he comes 


he'l choak you without fail. 

Cut. A pox upon him,never was child fed thus. But 
what wil you do now ? 

Pay. Do not you fear ; Ile fetch my own child;'tis at 
a neighbours houſe,8&ſay the Fairics have —_— it, 

Cut. Send thee good luck; farewel (weet Parnet. Ex. 

Parnel fetches in 4 little child and layes it in the cradle. 

Pars, So, if this child wil ſerve him for a Simon, all 
will be wel agen. Enter Swabber, 
He comes, —— Oh Fohp. with more milk. 

Swab, Come, give me Simon on my lap, Ile feed him. 
til his guts crack agen. | | 

Parn, Alas, I went buti'th next room , and in the 
mean time the Fairies have exchanged him z look whar 
a little thing they have left in's place. 

Swab, Ile have none on't, go tetch me Simon, and tel 
the Fairies 1le indite themat the Seſſions for this. Oh 
Simon,Simon, what's become of thee ? 

Parr. Nay, prithee take not on o, 

Swab. The goodlieſt boy of his age , that ever man 
ſaw. Pſhaw,this has ner 'a beard, Ile ha* none on'c. 

Enter Franciſco,Gerard,Cutheard,neighbours wives. 

Fran. Why how now Fack,what in a paſſion? ha! twas 
that blackt thy face to day for mirth ſake, and thou 
didſt think *twas Cutbeard. 

Swab. 1 care not for my face,Simon is gone, that had 
a beard as big as Cutbeards here, the Fairies have cx- 
changed him z and look what a chitty-face they have 
left in's room,a thing of nothing for him. 

Ger, Come, you muſt uſe this they have left with 
courteſie; for they wil whip Simon every day i th week 
elſe. I know the nature of them. 

Swab. Wil they ſo? Nay then 1 muſt make much ore. 


Fran. 


_—_ 
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| Fran. Andnow you muſt be friends with Cytbeard 
9% IG 


Swab. With all my heart , for I am angry with none 
butthe Fairies now. 
Ger, We have brought muſick;and ſome neighbours 
with'us,and mean to have a dance. Come Fohy, 
Swab. T can dance nothing but a melancholy dance. 
Far 1 amjin a grievous dump for Siwor ſtill 
"Ger. T warrant thee. Strike up there. ff Daxce. 
Fra, Why thar's well done ; no time is counted loſt, 
Where.civill mirth is gain'd-with ſuch ſmall caſtÞ 
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